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. ] J?,V$ndJS She 'n 80108 tCE«ns! Hes small as a iawfully fresh."
"Never mind, dearie, hewes! roasted"

A Mistaken Idea.
\ /i R. PSECY jMJL.BBRTON, in his new
^ I automobile, was the picture of health

i 5 and strength as he dashed up to the
door where Miss Mabej Pumpton stood

7." u ting forhimPefcyassisted her into the machine, and
sitting beside her, his hand on the clutch,
they were soon speeding away out to the
rural districts.
"Mabej," said Percy, "this is the proudest

moment of my Uf#> At last we are alone."
"What is thai elankingr sound?" asked

Mabel.
"Nothing that need worry you," said

Percy. "This is a new machine, and a

trifle stiff."
"But are you sure you know how to work

it?"
"Sure! I am positive. Why I have been

practising on a gasolene engine down in my
cellar for -weeks, and now that we are at
last alone, let me say to you"."Adog!*' cried Mabel. "You will run
over him." Percy slowed up so rapidly that
they both left their seats and plunged forward.The dog got away.
"What a narrow escape!" murmured Mabelas the fleeting form of the dog sped

away."
"Nothing," said Percy, nonchalantly, as

*" " TXTQ Viney ouauuucu \jn

Mabel felt the seat beneath her growing
hot.
"Do you notice it?" she said to Percy.

^ Percy slowed up and investigated. He
could see nothing wrong.
Once more he got in and put his hand

on the clutch.
There was a fierce pounding, but no result.An ordinary government mule was

an angel compared with this automobile.
"Will you take me home?" said Mabel.
Percy turned red in the face while he

hammered and swore under his breath. If
that agent who had sold him the machine
had only been present4.
"Nonsense!" he laughed, striving to concealhis annoyance, "She's resting, that's

all. Don't we all have to rest?"
"Take me ihome!" said Mabel, hysterically.
At that moment there was a crowd ground

them of about a hundred, and it was increasingevery moment.
They went home in a hansom cab.
One the way Percy said to Mabel:.
"Dearest, I'm sorry that machine broke

down, but will you be my wife?"
And Mabel replied, with 4 cold steel

glitter in her eye:.
"Never! Why, you don't even know any

more about a woman than you do about an
Lautomobile J" TOM MASSQN.

The Nightly Farewell.
Father.Mary, eleven o'clock is altogether

too late for that young man to stay; he
ought to start for home at ten.
Daughter.fe'ut he does, papa.
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I heophilus the Jheoru
THpOPHIIvUS was theoretical if

anything, and could hold forth for
hours.if he could get a victim to
listen to the wondrous lore tijat
wag germinating under his skullabouthow things should or should
not he done.

It neyer made him tired to leap for several
hours with crossed arms upon the top rail
and watch the man pushing the plough
while the horses exercised, Thsophilus
would goad his brain to the point of desperationeyolying plans whereby man might
make stern, hard, toilsome labor a riot of
pleasure and a long holiday of joy serene.
It worried hlro to see man sweating and tPggingat work when he should be about the
task with a glad smile of delight. Just beforethe saw mill whistle tooted, and while
tl\e slave halted near to gather up a bunch
of angle worms for the tin can which dangled
from the plough handle, the terrific theorist
said with his old drawl:.

**1 Sav. Pnnts + hi« nn gVi i n cr q r\*i o-V» oil

day is hard on a man."
"Dern sight harder on the hosses. Guess

the bullheads'll bite to-night."
"Working as hard as you do, Poots, is

foolish. My theory is this;.Put some dynamitein the soil, explode it, and presto! your
ploughing is done. See?"
"Yep, only the stuff blows down instead of

up. Theory's no good. G' dap, Jim; g' long,
Kate," And Theophilus wandered from the
scene with another exploded theory in his
skull.
Terrific Theophilus was so busy thinking

that he had to work overtime to keep his
theoretical brain in trim for passing events.
The only life affairs that he did not seem
to care to improve upon were eating and
sleeping.he was & past master at both
and had graduated with high honors in each.
Such strenuous labor as splitting wood,
milking cows, weeding the garden and
menial tasks like those only served to keep
him busy working out problems on the theoreticalplan while the rest of the folks attendedto hard toil.
At the village store he built up a great

reputation telling about how man could best
elevate himself, how the government should
be run economically, how the tax rates could
be lessened, and why all of the good people
should rise up and protest against the new
railroad crossing the flats.because it spoiled
the scenic effect, thereby lowering the value
of property from an artistic point of view.
One of his strongest points was telling just

how He should act if a husky fellow attacked
him and wanted a fuss. "Before he could
r^ach me I'd step back two paces and fasten
my ey»s on his, daze him like, you see. My
hands would hang by my side as if I wasn't
expecting him to come at me. Then just as

he made a rush I'd lift my right leg and
presto! he would fall to the earth an inert
mass of clay. Kicked right tinder the jaw,
you see, he'd carry his head In a sling for
six months, such would be the terrific Impact
of my secret stroke. Easiest thing in the
world to do."
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She's preparing to go
stage."
"GraciousI I didrrt Know

going to get a divorcer

<By Horace Seymour KelU
That evening when he stepped froip

Post Office »a big husky chap rushed at ti
and said, with angry voice-;."i've been we

ing for a month to thump you. Now I've j
you!" He made seyeraj passes at Theop
lus, who finally escaped and ran like a dt
The next morning the terrific theorist t
the sitters in the village store that rheup
tism was the only thing that saved |
husky man's life.
"He made several passes at me, bu1

easily evaded them all. I was just ab(
to give him the secret stroke under the el
when a twinge caught me in the right kn
and I'm giad it did, for I hate to give p
to a single human being; besides, the ir

has six small children and a wife who is
orphan."
The mighty theorist was In his fiery wt

the old school house was about to be moi
down the street. He was on the Job brlj
and eariy each morning with his advices a

theories. He was very busy.with his j£
as usual.and never failed to go in and "lil
up" when the hard workers were invi
into the tavern. Theophilus knew Just h
the rollers should be placed, where the ha
ing chain must be hitched and in what
rection the horses should be started.
He was the fellow who stood by and yel

"He-haw-he!" in a voice you could hear
Oriskany. The old building would creak a
groan as it slowly moved along inch by ir
down the street. Finally, out of patiei
with the whole affair, the boss of the
told Theophilus to sail in and take comma
of the work, which he did, telling the rr
just how to arrange the rollers, hitch 1
chain and start the horses.
All went well for a few feet, when, at 1

top of the steep hill, the horses took a wrq
turn and jerked the structure to the left,
wabbled, groaned, weaved and tumbled doi
the hill, rolling over and over until it stry
the stone bridge and broke into a thousa
pieces and floated down stream. When 1
boss looked for Theophilus he was waljd
rapidly homeward, shaking his head and ge
ing:.
"If that roller hadn't have hit a stone 1

thing would have gone as slick as grease a
no mistake. The theory of the plans I h
in my head was. according to all sclent!
teachings, correct, but something spoiled (
working of them."
The ne*fc morning the boee mover met b

and gave blm a very fine pair of black ey
telling him at the same time that he woi
kill him if he ever showed up at anotf
moving affair. For a while Theophilus w

kept busy explaining the old theoretic
problem about the stick of kindling wo<
"That stick just buckled and gave roe
crack In the eye» quicker than you eoj
say "Jack Robl»>«on.'"
After a time he married a lusty lady, w

kept him so busy with life strenuous, hu
ling wood, mowing the grass, milking eo
and doing menial labor, that he never f
much chance to air his usual amount
theorizing again, and In tin1® He beca;
quite a serviceable citizen, strange to 1
lieve.

on {he 1 ijjm
^ewas

1/^IUS rising from the sea
. Fairer coukl not be than she!

Gladys, with her form so neat,
Ouite a mascufinic treat

^SFace and form and curve divineWouldthat i could call them mini
Other eyes caress her, loo,when she splashes In the blue;
l/©m but a unit sad
Mn an army of the gladMHanded chaps who follow where

J' E'er she might chance to appear,
Cm Looking at her with their eyesicf Just expanded saucer-wise.
lu Fairy she in every dress
HI Where the fabrics don't suppress'# Charms to fascinate a kingr And to make a poet sing!

Picture she of shoulders white.
) Any sculptor's deep delight;

And of arms and throat and neck
Any peace of mind to wreck
Yet I love her best when she
Splashes in the summer sea;
5he's most generous by far. 1

Aphrodite, avatar!
tike the goddess of sea caves
She arises from the waves.
Showing thus without reserve
Beauty in both line and curve;
And there follow in her wake,
Like toe tail of some great snake.
Eyes as wide as ancient specs.
Hmaquatic "rubber necks!"

Jefferson Irving.

^ » Just Imaginary,
the Eve.I wish you would put things back i;

their plaice,
Llt" Adam.I wisto I could put my rib baefc (i
^ot its place.hi- .

!fir- Shade of Shakespeare.That idea that yoi
old Wrote pome of my plays seems to be dyini

out.
Shade of Bacon.Well, I didn't care t<

keep it alive; there wasn't anything in it
: 1 there weren't any royalties coming from thi
5ut plays.lain
e.e' Carrie Nation.I think I've done a chari
^ln table act in smashing things.
ian Mr. Nation.I'm glad charity didn't begii
an at home.
ie" Shade of Nathan Hale.I'm sorry that

had only one life to give for my country.
Shade of George Washington.It wasn'

Lri your country; please remember that I wai

^ the father of it.

RooseveTt.You're the only living ex-Fres
ul. Went.
dj. Cleveland.Well, I won't be long.

Roosevelt.Going to die?
|e(j Cleveland.No, going to be Presiden
ln again- Then you'll be the only living ex

ljuI President. JJ H. I. WORTON.
lea .11 I. .1

One Thing Lacking.
:ha He wrote such gay libretto*
h. And such sp^FHling operettos
"pe That you would just die a-iaughipg to he*:

the jokes explode,
*l His lyrics they were tuneful

And his love songs very m_oopful;
Where'er l»l/s jocund songs were heard dui

gare could not corrode.he
n® He arose in his pajamas
W- And turned out thriving dramas

Bo full of serious interest they WQUld turr
an audience wild,

nd Qf a piece with pathos brimming
:ad With tears would set eyes swimming,
"O When the persecuted heroine cried opt

be cbiW, roe cheelid!"
'01 He could reel extravaganzas

With gay rhymes for all the stanzas,
J14 As many yards as you would wish at sc
>er much cash per yard,

Or with tragedy could barrow,
B»» Melodrama freeze your marrow,3a- Or sweet bucolic dramas with nasals eoot

*» and hard,
,fn His pen was never tired

While with fervor he was fired,
po And he wrpta and wrote the livelong daj

and also half the night;
?V7 But though he used much postage
'of His stuff was held in hostage,

For he didn't send the sort of stuff th<
managers thought right.

.H. W. R.

m.

A FEW NEV£RS:
NEVER fail to occupy two seats when

you have paid for only one sea. in a
car or somebody may sit at your side
who may not be congenial.

Never use bad language.in private.
Never fail to bully women, children, horses

and dogs, for they cannot §ght back.

Never fail to unload your ill temper on
some good na-tured, easygoing friend, for he
won't resent it.

Never use "dress"' for "gown" and "frock,"
for "dress" is so homely and old fashioned,
and gown" and "frock" show you to be at
the area door, at least, of the smart get.

Never read th,e Bible all day, every day, or
you will have 110 time for Hall Caine.

Never fail to "4ear" your wife or husband
in company, or you will be thought a genuinelymarried and mated couple.
Never fail to thank the roan who gives you

his seat in a car, for a "thank you" is what
he gives up for, and not because you are 9.
woman and need ,ijt «?ore than he.

Never think that bdo.od does not tell, for it
tells more tales than .Shakespeare, Balzac.

t believe i am getting a

»u are pretty ^re
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IN THE SECOND E
l <{\V /A-SN'T that first act grand? I think

\\/ that the tenor is just loyely, but I
»V don't like the goprano, , , . she

hasn't any souj, , . . Look at that
lady in the box, the one with the jiggabobs1 in her coiffure. Well, J must say that if J
had such thin hair I wouldn't wear a tiara.
My! Hasn't she loyejy jewels, though! I

, guess that thing op her waist is what they
caU a stomacher.''stomach acher' J should
think they'd say. . , , yes, that's her
husband with her. He's awfuiiy old. Well
preserve^ yon gay? In alcohol, I guess |f
he were better preserved he'd be
picked. I've read all about them in the
papers, , , , Hasn't that young wan over

I there got splendid shoulders? I wonder
If j stuck a pin In them If it woyld hurt.

I should think that men would
get tired of always wearing dark colors.
Their clothes aren't half so showy as those
that girls wear, and I believe they're more

expensive, for women ean make their old
i silk dresses into petticoats, but of course

men can't use up their trousers in any way
like that. . . . What was the first play

yb/m Ernest McCanti.
Dickens and Hugo combined, and leaves, unlikethem, nothing^o the imagination.
Never fail to open your mouth in company

to ejaculate if you are lacking in ideas or
real knowledge.
Never be a sham, or, if you must be one,

keep it to yourself.don't .confide your secret
to even the darling oif your waistcoat, for if
you can keep the painful fact from her you
can hide it from the world.

Never condemn a book on the first reading,nor a play or comic opera on the night
you first hear and see it, if the author is ^"great," for he has given perhaps a month 1
to the work' which you have the impudence
to condemn in a day or a couple of ho-rs.

Never forget that the "roaster" is bound
to be "roasted," the "knocker" "knocked,"
the slanderer slandered, and that chickens
<x>me home to die.

Never txy to look like a famous man, nor
to imitate nis eccentricities, out lie yourseii,
no matter how you and others suffer.

Never fail to look at ypuraeW in every
plate glass window t^b^t you pass or friends
will begin to thinfc that self ioye is not one of
yoyr cardinal virtues. ^
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\ALCONY: By Marie Rue
you ever saw? When I was a little bit
of a girl I went to see Joseph Jefferson in
The Critic on the Hearth.' What is that?
You say it is 'The Cricket on the Hearth?'
Of course it isn't 'Cricket,' goosie. It's
Celtic.C-r-i-t-i-c. Jefferson plays the title
rOle,
>'Did you go to Mr. Wilson's funeral?

His death was such a shock to his wifeWhy,he was washing his hands two pun- ^
ut£0 before he 4Jed. , . . Yes, he was
cremate*}, I remember POce we were talking
about that /sort of thing, and he laughed and
satd that wb£r? he died he was going to be
cremated, but that his wife was eych a good
housekeeper that she probably wouldn't
want his ashes around even in an urn.
"J wonder what the folks behind us are

talking about, I Just heard the man say,
'All the trees in the Garden of Eden should
have been apple trees, or none should have
been.' Now, what do you suppose he meant? |I guess he must be a minister or a professor, J
but he looks more like a man about town.
"In the iiex; Oh, the

act is just simply thrilling. Have anothe.
chocolate, Maine."


